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How Jerry Got His Groove Back 


He'd never been one of those people that got too caught up with their image. So when his now ex-girlfriend, 
Heather, suggested he cut all his hair off, Jerry thought, "why not?" He was up for a change. It's just hair, 
anyway, right? But when he agreed to the haircut, she assumed that he was agreeable in other areas of his 
life, too. Heather wanted to move forward with their relationship, which meant a bigger house, a ring, and a 


ceremony. He agreed to the haircut and the bigger house. 


She decided that wasn't enough. So there he was with his mansion in the Hollywood hills and a buzzcut. Jerry 
thought he got out unscathed for the most part. His hair would grow back and his new house was amazing 
(and now, he didn't have to share it with anyone). But when he went out, one of two things inevitably happened. 
Either he went unrecognized and even his friends didn't notice him or the paparazzi did recognize him and then 


everyone was making a big deal about "hairgate". 


He was standing in the corner of the reception hall at the Chinese Theater on Hollywood Boulevard, sipping a 

Coke. He was feeling relatively self-conscious about that and about standing there alone when he was used to 
Heather at his side. He smiled at friends he thought would recognize him. Jerry couldn't believe that Slash and 
Myles Kennedy walked past him without even a glimmer of recognition. Granted, it was hard to tell what Slash 


recognized or even noticed, for that matter. Jerry was sure he hadn't taken those aviators off since 1986. He 


fidgeted with the contents of the pockets of his leather jacket, fingers finding the pack of Nicorette gum, and 
decided to pop a piece. The nicotine really did do wonders for calming his nerves. He used to think the calming 
effect was mostly from giving his fingers something to do when he smoked cigarettes. Chewing the piece of 
gum, he looked around the room for someone, anyone, he knew and could go talk to. Where was Duff when he 
needed him? Or William or Sean or Mike! Mike lived in the same godforsaken town that he did, the least he 
could do was show up and keep Jerry company. 

He reached into his pockets once more and took out his iPhone. Jerry started to find Mike in his contacts when 
he felt someone approaching. When he looked up, he was met with a familiar face, albeit one he hadn't seen in 


a couple years. "Stone!" 


"| knew that was you. Wow. You really did it, huh?" Stone Gossard smiled at him and reached out to touch 


Jerry's short hair. 


"| really did it" Jerry returned his smile and took note of how Stone's hair was long again, almost shoulder 


length. He wondered how many years it would take for his hair to grow that long again 


"It looks great." Stone's eyes were still on Jerry's hair as he pulled his hand away. Then those green eyes 


flicked to meet Jerry's. 

They stared at each other for a moment before Jerry chuckled. "Thanks." He took another sip of his Coke, 
noting that Stone had a bottle of beer in his hand. "How'd you recognize me, anyway? You know, Slash and 
Myles walked right past. Few others, too." 

"I'd know you anywhere, Jer. With any kind of haircut” 

Their eyes met again. Jerry chuckled again 

"What are you even doing here? You never come to these things." 

Stone smiled and looked around the crowded room. "Yeah, | know. | wasn't going to come this time either, but 
someone kind of twisted my arm. | also heard a friend of mine was going to be here and thought this would be 
a good chance to catch up." 

"Yeah? Who?" Jerry glanced around. 

"You." 

He laughed in spite of himself. "Get outta here, Gossard." 


"l'm serious." Stone took a small step closer to him. 


He realized he was still holding his phone in his hand. Jerry quickly slid it back into his pocket. "You came all the 


way down to LA to see me? You could have just called." 


"Well, not just to see you." He grinned. "Wanted to check out this movie, too. | heard a lot of good things about 
it. Especially that one song." 


"Glad you liked it," Jerry laughed. "I signed a deal with Cameron to do six movies with him when we did Singles. 
You believe that? We were both drunk that night. | didn't even remember it. He did. Glad he let me get off with 
just writing a tune this time." He was rambling. Why was he rambling? 


"| don't know. | think your movie appearances have been great. You got chops." Stone seemed to inch closer. 


He took a tiny step back and his shoulder brushed against the potted ficus. He quickly turned and apologized to 
the plant. 


Stone laughed softly 
Jerry smiled, even blushed a bit. "Look, you've got me saying sorry to the plants” 
"Ive got you saying sorry to the plants, huh? How did | do that?" 

"You're .." Jerry held a hand out and let out a soft huff. "I mean .. 

"Interesting. Maybe it's true. All the power is in the hair. You and Samson" 

"And you, it would seem. You've got me disarmed! 

"Do 1?" Stone grinned. "Good" 


He withered a bit and lifted his hand to run his fingers through his hair, forgetting for a moment that it was 


all gone. 

Stone laughed softly and looked around, waving at someone Jerry didn't recognize. 
"You gonna go make the rounds, mingle a little? Say hi to Cameron 

"Yeah, | guess | should Want to come with me?" 

"I'm good right here in the corner. Nobody'll recognize me, anyway." 

"Their loss." 


He watched Stone walk away, blushing again when the other man glanced at him over his shoulder. Jerry let 


out a breath. What the hell just happened? If he didn't know any better, he'd swear that Stone was flirting 


with him. It was bewildering to Jerry. He'd known him for almost thirty years and Stone had never acted this 
way. At least, not with him. Jerry glanced at the door. Would it be weird to cut out and go home now, leaving 


Stone to wonder where he went? He gave himself a mental slap. 


He was reading a text from Mike asking about the movie premiere when that familiar feeling of someone 


coming his way again make him pick his head up. "Back so soon?" 

"Luckily for me, nobody recognized me, either." 

"Not even Cameron?" 

"Barely. He did ask me why you're hiding in the corner over here, though." 
"And you said?" 

"Jerry who?" 

He chuckled. "Dick." 

Stone grinned and drank down the fresh beer in his hand. "lm ready to get out of here." 
"Okay. Good seeing you. Tell everyone up there | said hey." 

"| will, when | go home." Stone paused and looked around. "You want to go?" 
"Go where?" 

"Come back to my hotel with me." 

His eyes widened. "Your hotel?" 

"Yog" 

"Why would | go to your hotel with you when | have my very own house?" 


"Because | want you to - " Stone stopped and his eyebrows shot up as he grinned. "Ah. Yes, your own house. 
That would be nice, too." 


Jerry narrowed his gaze. "You're serious?" 
"As a heart attack." 


He was more puzzled now than he was a few minutes ago. Stone Gossard came to LA, and on top of that, was 


asking him to leave the party with him. That part wasn't new to Jerry. It seemed like nine times out of ten, 
someone propositioned him. Even when he was at an event with Heather, someone inevitably got him alone and 
threw themselves at him. It was something that started in 1987 and never stopped. The only thing different 
between then and now was Jerry's eagerness to accept these offers. What if Stone was one of those people in 
1981? Jerry realized he was still standing in front of him, waiting for his answer. He put the glass of Coke down 
on a side table and held a hand out in a gesture that said he'd follow Stone. 

"Did you drive here? | walked from the hotel." 


"Yeah, come on" Jerry led Stone outside and gave the valet his ticket. While he waited, he stole a sideways 


glance at the younger man, 
Stone turned his entire body to face Jerry. "What?" 
"Nothing," he lied. "I guess | just can't ..| don't know ..you, of all people .." 


Stone opened his mouth to reply when the valet brought Jerry's red Corvette convertible to a halting stop in 
front of them. 


The valet got out of the car and nodded at Jerry as they passed, taking the tip that Jerry offered. "Have a 


good evening, sir." 


Stone still stood on the curb in front of the theater, a little grin on his lips as he took in the sight of the 
Corvette. 


Jerry got in the car and asked, "You coming, or what?" 


As he slid into the supple black leather seat, Stone let out a little laugh as he shook his head. "This car is 


amazing." 

"Yeah, she's a real chick magnet" He shifted into first gear and pulled away from the curb. 
"Just chicks?" 

Jerry shifted through second and third and glanced at Stone. "Not not exclusively. No." 

‘| always wondered that." 

"Always?" 

"Mm." Stone nodded. "For years." 


"And you're just asking now?" 


"Just getting around to it." 
Jerry made a face and returned his attention to the road. 


Traffic thinned out as they drove up into the hills. The noise of the city was left behind, replaced by the purr 
of the Vette and the silence that had fallen between the two men. 


Stone had one arm stretched across the seat behind Jerry while he rested his other hand on the corner of 


the windshield. "It's beautiful up here. Must be nice to be able to get out of the city." 

‘It ain't bad. The other house was right down in the city, off of Ventura" 

| can see why you moved." 

"Heather's idea 

"Wait, is she ..2" 

"No. We broke up a few weeks ago. She ..she wants a ring and a family someday. That just ain't me." 

Stone nodded. "Is that why you cut your hair?" 

"Also her idea. | don't even know why | let her talk me into it. | mean | love the house and I'm pretty happy 
there, but this." He lifted his hand to his short hair again. "At first, | thought why not? It's just hair. But it 
feels really strange." 

‘Its really fucking hot," Stone assured him. 

"You think so?" 

"| know so." 


Jerry smiled and downshifted as he pulled up in front of the gate. "Thanks, Stone." 


"And I'm glad that nobody recognized you as you stood in the corner of the room by yourself. | wanted you all 


alone." 


His hand shook as he punched the code into the number panel to open the gate. As Jerry slowly drove the car 


up the drive, he said, "Well, I'm afraid we won't be alone here." 


"No?" 


"Nah, Harold is waiting for me." 
"Harold, huh? | didn't know you went for older men" 


"What makes you think he's older? Although, he is scrawny with thinning grey hair and he's usually pretty 
grumpy." 


| see" 
Inside, Harold ran to greet Jerry and pulled up short, giving Stone a wary look. 
"Stone, this is Harold. Harold, this is my friend, Stone. Be nice to him." 

Instead of being nice, however, Harold turned his nose up and walked away. 
"He's jealous. Sorry." 

"Did he get along with Heather?" 

"Nope. They hated each other." 

Stone chuckled. "Good. I'll make that cat love me. He is a cat, right?" 


Jerry smiled as he led Stone through to kitchen to the dining room and then down the hall to the bedroom. 
"You should see the place during the day. The backyard with the pool and stuff is pretty great.” 


"lll see that in the morning." 

As he walked into the bedroom, Jerry took off his jacket and tossed it through the open door of the walk-in 
closet. "Look, Stone ..| don't know what, uh, what we're doing here, but I'm not ..| don't know if us if we're a 
good idea" He turned around to find Stone standing at the foot of his bed, unbuttoning his shirt. 

"| don't think there is an us. At least, not yet." 


"But it's like ..| mean, you came here with a plan" 


"There was no plan. | came down here because | wanted to see you, that's true enough. But when | saw you 
standing there, alone, and with the hair .." 


"So this is a pity fuck?" 


Stone laughed. "No! This is a ‘holy shit, he's fucking gorgeous and l'm gonna throw myself at him’ fuck" 


"Fair enough." Jerry pulled his shirt out of his jeans and opened the buttons, starting at his chest and working 
his way down. He watched Stone watching him. He had to admit that it was flattering. Someone like Stone all but 
throwing himself at him. "| do need to ask you one thing." 


"What's that?" the younger man asked as he took his shirt off. 
"Would you be throwing yourself at me if | hadn't cut my hair?" 
Stone grinned and looked up at the ceiling for a moment. "Maybe." 


He moved from the closet doorway to stand beside Stone, turning him to face him. Jerry slide his hands up 
Stone's bare arms and held his shoulders. Stone moved his hands to Jerry's chest, pushing his open shirt aside. 
Jerry held Stone's gaze, searching his eyes. He knew he wouldn't find the answer he needed there, though. 
What he needed to know was why he was hesitating so much. Why couldn't he just turn his brain off and enjoy 
this? Stone was gorgeous and funny and they'd gone back years and years. And here he was, half naked in 


Jerry's own bedroom. 
"I can make this a whole lot easier for you." 


"What?" Jerry smiled, knowing that whatever face he was pulling a second ago must have given away his 


hesitation. 


| can make this easier for you. Sit down" Stone gently pushed Jerry back, forcing him down to the bed. "If 


you're really unsure about this, say so. Otherwise, relax and let me handle things.’ 
"No, | want ..| mean, you're here, right?" 


"I think that you lost something else when they cut all that beautiful hair off. I'm gonna give it back to you." 
Stone captured Jerry's lips in a kiss as he sunk to his knees. He positioned himself between Jerry's feet and 
ran his hands over the blonde's chest while he plunged his tongue into his mouth. 


Jerry's gut reaction was to pull back but he stopped himself, returning Stone's kiss as he took the other man 
by the shoulders. He made a little noise of shock when he felt Stone's fingers opening his jeans. He was glad 
Stone was taking the lead. He willingly gave himself up to whatever Stone wanted to do to him. Jerry wondered 
what Stone thought he was going to give back to him, though. Although, if he was honest with himself, he 
knew. Maybe it was just the hair or maybe it was Heather leaving or maybe it was just facing a truth about 


himself that he always knew but never admitted. 
Stone slid a hand inside his pants and made Jerry gasp. "Lie back" 


He did as he was told, slowly lowering himself to the bed, folding an arm under his head so that he could see 


what Stone was doing. 


One by one, his boots were taken off, then his socks, then his jeans and shorts. Once Stone had him completely 
naked, he stood up and looked the blonde over. Jerry watched his face. He watched Stone's eyes rake over his 
body. He had to admit, he liked what he saw in them. He appreciated someone seeing him the way Stone so 
obviously saw him. 

"Let me look at you the way you're looking at me now." 

"Soon" Stone leaned over Jerry, starting at his throat and kissing his way down his chest and stomach before 
kneeling again. Soft kisses, lingering wet lips and a tongue teased their way across Jerry's hip and down his 
thigh. Stone's big, green eyes held his as he closed his hand around the shaft of Jerry's cock. 

"Oh, god, Stone." 

"Relax. I'm going to make you remember who you are." Those wet lips closed around the head. 

Jerry propped himself up on his elbows to watch better. He held Stone's gaze until the movement of his long, 
brown hair distracted him. When Stone took Jerry deeper into his throat and then pulled back, his hair swung 
with the movement of his head. As he increased his rhythm, his hair moved faster, glancing off of Jerry's 
thighs and softly bouncing around Stone's face. He was mesmerized by it and reached one hand down to touch 
it. "Stone. God, yes." 

He wanted to sit up and run his fingers through Stone's hair but the other man pulled back and said, "Don't" 


That's it. Just ‘don't’. So Jerry didn't. He closed his eyes and let his head fall back while Stone sucked his cock. 


And just when Jerry was sure he couldn't hold on any longer, he felt Stone pull away. 

He let out a whine and picked his head up. “What? No. Don't stop. Why'd you stop?" 

"| don't want you to come yet" 

"But | can do it again We can go again Just." And he realized he sounded pathetic. "I really need this" 
"| know. You'll get it, too. When | say" 

"Oh, god" 

Stone stood up and slowly finished undressing. "You can jerk off if you want but you better not come" 
"And if | do?" Jerry challenged him, raising an eyebrow as he closed his fist around his cock 

Stone didn't reply, instead he just smiled as he took his pants off 


"Come over here. Bend over the bed and let me eat that pussy." 


"No. | thought we established that l'm the one telling you how this night is gonna go." 
re 

Stone took him by the back of the neck and pulled him into a hard kiss. While his lips crushed Jerry's and his 
tongue twisted with and lapped against his tongue, Stone's hand covered his and urged him to stroke faster and 
squeeze harder. 

Jerry had to wrench his mouth away to cry out, ‘lm gonna come!" 

Then Stone withdrew. 

Jerry opened his eyes, breathing heavy and taking a moment to push his orgasm back down. "Stone, please.” 
"Don't go begging me. That's not who you are" 


"Then just let me come. It's been so long." 


‘| will. That's all you need to know right now." And he slowly arched his back as he leaned over the bed next to 


Jerry. "Now you can eat this pussy.” 

"Fucking hell. What have | gotten myself into?" Jerry muttered as he sat up. 

He was determined to show Stone that he was right. Jerry didn't beg for anything in bed. Jerry was the one 
who made others beg for him. He spread Stone's cheeks and used his tongue to lick and tease his hole. Jerry 
squeezed his ass in both hands while he licked and sucked and flicked his tongue against it. Finally, he introduced 
his thick middle finger, getting it wet with spit and pushing it inside of Stone. He pushed it in a little, twisted it, 
and slowly pulled it out. He was pleased with himself when he heard Stone moan and saw that his back arched 
deeper. 


"Two fingers," Stone commanded and gasped when his command was obeyed. 


Jerry pumped his middle and index fingers in and out of Stone, pushing deep, twisting his wrist so his palm was 


up and then slowly drawing them out. He wanted to jerk himself off when he saw how Stone was reacting. 
The younger man groaned louder and louder, arching and pushing back against Jerry's hand. 

"Don't you come yet." 

"Fuck," Stone grunted. "If you don't stop, I'm gonna." 


Two could play at this game. Jerry pulled his fingers out and paused, waiting to see Stone's reaction 


Stone turned his head and his eyes were ablaze. "I didn’t tell you to stop." 
"| know." 


He moved up on the bed, lying back against Jerry's pillows. Stone drew his knees up and spread his legs. "Get 


up here and fuck me." 

Now, Jerry grinned. He had Stone exactly where he wanted him. He placed one hand on the bed, followed by one 
knee, then his other hand and he crawled up the bed, never taking his eyes off of Stone. He leaned over the 
younger man and gave him a deep kiss. Jerry purred when he felt Stone wrap his arms around his neck. He 
used his knee to force Stone's legs farther apart and then Jerry pressed the head of his cock against Stone's 
hole. He never broke the kiss as he pressed into the younger man 

"I told you | would give it back to you," Stone later said to him as they lie entwined and spent. 

"What is it, exactly?" 

"That thing that makes you you. It's not your hair." 

"That thing? What thing?" 

"That moment when you smiled right before you fucked the shit out of me" 


"Oh, that thing." Jerry grinned again. He hugged Stone tightly and whispered, "Thank you." 


"Don't thank me yet, Cantrell. We're not done." Stone rolled Jerry onto his back and pinned him down as he 
climbed on top of him. 


